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satanical conceit which prevented you from
seeing me.    I have not the right to make re-
proaches to you, for I saw you the other day,
1 think, and a similar sentiment restrained
me at the moment when I was   about   to
talk to you.     You say that you are better
than you were two years ago.    You seem to
me to be more beautiful; but you seem to
have   acquired   selfishness   and   hypocrisy.
These maybe useful;   only,   they are not
worth pluming one's self on.    As for me, I
am worth, I think, neither more nor less than
formerly.     I am not more a hypocrite than
I was.    I am, perhaps, wrong.    It is certain
that I am not loved more.    Since this purse
was not embroidered by your white hands,
what do you wish me to do with it ?     You
ought to give me some work of yours; my
mirror and my preserves deserve one.    At
least, you might have told  me if you  re-
ceived them.     When you go to Italy and
pass through Paris, it is probable you will
not see me there.    Where shall I be ?    The
devil only knows.    It may be that I will go
to Saragossa to see this woman about whom
you write that you   are worth as much as
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